A Midfommer nights Dreamc. 

Tearing the Thracian finger, in their rage ? 

That is an olde deuice ; and it was plaid, 

When I from Thebes came laft a Conqueror. 

The thrice three Mufes, mourning for the death 
Of learning, late deceaft in beggery. 

That is fome Satire kcenc and criticall. 

Not forting with a nuptiall .ceremony. 

A tedious briefe Scene of young Piramtu, 

And his Loue Thtsby ; very tragicall mirth ? 

Merry and tragicall ? Tedious and briefe ? That is hot Ice, 
And wondrous ftrangc Snow. How (hall we finde the con- 
cord of this difeord i 

philo.K play there is, my Lord,foroe ten words long, 
Which is as briefe, as 1 haue knowne a play ; 

But by ten words, my Lordjit is too long ; 

Which makes it tedious For in all the play. 

There is not one word apt, one plaier fitted. 

And tragicall.my noble Lord, it is : for Piramtu 
Therein doth kill himfelfe. Which when I faw 
Reheard, I muft confeffe, made mrna eies water ; 

But more merry teares the paflion of loud laughter 
Neuer (hed. 

Thef. What are they that do play it ? 

Philo. Hard handed men, that worke in Athens here. 
Which neuer labour’d in their mindes till now ; 

And now haue toyled their vnbreathed memories, 

With this lame play, againft your nuptiall. 

Thef. And we will hearc it. 

7 , /w'.No,my noble Lord, it is not for you.I haue heard 
It ouer,and it is nothing, nothing in the world j 
Vnlcfleyou can finde fport in their intents, 

Extremely ftretcht,and cond with cruell paine, 

To doyouferuice. 

Thef.l will hearc that play .For neuer any thing 
Can be amiffc,when fimpleneffe and duty tender it. 


A Midfommer nights Dreamer 

Goe bring them in, and take your places,Ladies. 

fjip.l loue not to fee wretchedneffe orecharged ; 
And du'ety in bis feruice periftiisg. 

Thef Why gentle fweete,you fnall fee no fuch thing, 
Hip. He faies, they can do nothing in this kinde. 

The . The kinder we,to giuethem thanks for nothing* 
Out fport (hall bc,to take what they miftake : 

And what poore duty cannot do, noble refpeft 

Takes it in might, not merit. 

Where I haue come, great Clearkes haue purpofed 
To greete me with premeditated welcomes ; 

Where I haue fecne them (hiuer and looke pale, 

Make periods in the midft of fentences. 

Throttle their pra&iz’d accent in their feares, 

And in condufion,dumbly haue broke off, 

Not paying me a welcome.Truft me fweete. 

Out of this filcnce yet,I pickt a welcome : 
Andinthemodefty of fearefull duty, 

I read as much, as from the ratling tongue 
Of faucy and audacious eloquence. 

Loue therefore, and tongue-tide fimplicity, 
Inleaft.fpeakemoftjtomy capacity. 

Philo.So pleafe your Grace,the Prologue is addreft. 
Dn^e . Let him approach. 

Enter the Prologue. 

Pro. Ifwc offend, it is with our good will. 

That you {hould thinke,we come not to offend. 

But with good will. T o (hew our fimplc skill. 

That is the true beginning of our end. 

Confider then,we come but in defpight. 

We do not come,as minding to content you, 

Our true intent is. All for your delight, 

VVe are not heere.That you (hould here repent you, . 
The Aftors arc at hand ; and by their (how, 

You (hall know all,thac you are like to know. 


Thef. 



